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Summer Life at the Nation's Capital
Has Changed in the Last Few Years

Diversions of Uncle Sam's Servants Who --Are Obliged to Remain on Duty
at the Seat of Government During the Torrid Months... Suburban

Clubs that Are Rendezvous of Officialdom
HE Indications are that this willT be another "war summer" at the

American capital. "War sum-

mers" are an inovatlon of the
past half decade, and it cannot

be said that they are wholly welcome to
the men whose duty it is to keep the wheels
Of the machinery of government turning
properly. The "war summer" la Its mod-

ern guise made its-firs- t appearance at the
time of the Spanish-America- n war, and it
was quite the most sizzling experience
within the memory of the oldest inhab-

itant of the hottest as well as the most
beautiful city in the United States. Then
came the summer when the Boxer revolt
In China kept at their desks many officials
Who would otherwise have been away en-Joyi- ng

mountain or ocean breezes, and when
the mercury in Washington performed al-

most is astonishing feats as It had while
we were at war with the Dons. Now the
chances are that tha Russo-Japane- se dis-

pute
a

will prevent many diplomats and other
officials from wanderiug far from Washing-
ton this vacation season.

It was the i Spanish-America- n war which
made Washington an all-the-ye- ar capital.
Previous to that time It had been one of
the gayest cities and the center of national
Interest in winter, but well nigh deserted
In summer; standing like a handsome man-
sion, tenantless, save for the caretakers.
Since the 3rly years of the century it has
been the practice of Presidents to re-
main away from Washington during the of
major part of the heated term. There
Is. of course, nothing to require the pres-
ence of members of Congress, and all the of
more prominent officials of the executive
departments were accustomed until a few
years ago to follow the example thus set
before them and repair to some popular
resort at the approach of the torrid interval. to

The exfgtnctea of the conflict with Spain
1 altered all this. Public servants from the

Chief Magistrate down were obliged to of
sojourn In tne city on the Potomac dur-
ing

a
one of the hottest summers In its his-

tory, and thtlr enforced presence resulted
In a radical change of sentiment which sur-
vived the passing of the clash of arms.
On the one hand many persons were af-
forded practical evidence of the fact thatalthough a temperature is frequently regis-
tered

a
at Washington that is higher than

prevails anywhere else In the country, the
broad breeze-swe-pt streets of the capital
render heat prostrations fewer in propor-
tion than in many other cities.

REMAIN AT THE THROTTLE.
On the other hand, the Nation's assump-

tion of the position of a world power has
rendered it Imperative that many public
men shall remain at the throttles of the
engines of government almost the entire

Cycling in
Z I would have caused the general
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mark: "Cycling in Switzerland!
Whoever heard of such madness?

One goes to Switzerland to climb moun-

tains and scale heights inaccessible to the
cyclist, but to bicycle In Switzerland, why
the idea is absurd!"

This, as I say, was what nine persons I
out of every ten used to reply when I,
in answer to the inquiry as to where I
had spent my holiday, would say that a
bicycle tour in "la belle Suisse" had again
proved so attractive to me that I had once
more wheeled through the Alps much to
the benefit of my general health.

But now as every cycling season comes
round, more and more frequenters of Switz-
erland who have hitherto only cycled at
home, include their machine with other
luggage when starting for their yearly
visit to that lovely country of snowy
mountains, forests, lakes, rivers and wa-

terfalls.
It Is a well-know- n fact that a trip to

Switzerland creates an insatiable desire to
revisit the country at the first oportunlty,
and I think this would be proved were
any of my readers to try a short tour there a

this year. In Switzerland, as In nearly
every other country, cne can keep one's
expenses within very reasonable limits If
one has not the desire to frequent the best
hotels, but Switzerland has the advantage
over most other countries from the fact a
that it is essentially a land of hotels, and
where the catering in all classes is reduced
to a veritable art. Be careful always to
fix your Inclusive terms beforehand, other-
wise the "extras" very often assume con-

siderable proportions, but no doubt to the
genuine touring rider, such a hint will be
out of place.

THE "QUESTION OF LUGGAGE.
The postal arrangements throughout

Switzerland are as near perfect as possible.
One can send almost any weight by. post,
no that there U no need to overburden
tlther machine or rider with unecessary
luggage. By dispatching this in the morn-fn- g

before starting the day's ride, to one's
destination for the night, one will find
one's luggage delivered the same day, al-

ways providing one has been careful to
Bend off the parcel before the morning
post has gone. This can be usually ascer-
tained from the hall porter nnd In case one
Is not sure of one's actual hotel for the fol-
lowing stop, the luggage can be sent poste
restante. Then again, telephonic and tel-

egraphic communication all over Switzer-
land is very extensive and complete, so
that ono can easily engage one's room for
the night by telephöne.

I usuaily carry sufficient on the machine
for a night's stay in case of emergencies
and have even on some occasions, where I
have not been certain of the roads or ac-
commodation, sent my "gladstone" to a
destination some thiee or four days' ride
ahead, and carried my wants on the bi-
cycle; but then, personally, I do not ob-
ject to a little extra weight, whereas some
think a very light load an absolute sine
qua non for a cycling tour.

Some years ago, before brakes claimed as
much attention as they very rightly do
now, we used to trail -- a log of wood some
three yards behind the machine affixed to
the saddle pillar by a piece of string. This
Is a most effective method of retarding the
bicycle and a useful "tip" to bear In mind
In case of need.

THE MACHINE.
. As regards the mount itself, be sure it is
In good condition, and understand it thor-
oughly. There are now competent repair-
ers in almost every town of any preten-
sions at all in Switzerland, but it will save
considerable time and expense to remedy
any small defects oneself. I cannot too
strongly urge a low gear, 60 at the most,
and even for a tandem one of 70 Is ample.

By th way, this latter form of touring is
trongly to be recommended for Switzer-

land. It Is quite a fallacy to imagine thatthe turns are too sharp on the passes for
a multicycle. Of course, care Is required
when descending strange roads, but then I
cannot recommend Switzerland to reckless
riders! A tandem is so handy if there be
any pushing to be done, especially if one
Tider happens to be of the fair sex. Ofcourse, in a mountainous country like
Switzerland there is bound to be a certainamount of walking, although on most ofthe passes the gradient is hardly ever of
the "side-of-ahou- e" order and can often

s not b negotiated with little extra exer-
tion.

I would recommend intending riders to
tudy their Baedeker before starting on

their tour, for there is nearly always a
gradual and a stiff ascent to a Swiss pass,
arul. of course, it is preferable to leavethe longer and more gradual approach for
the descent.

The Upper Engadine U a case In point

year, and all-ye- ar residents have intro-
duced in the City of Magnificent Distances
projects for keeping cool which have no
counterpart anywhere else in the countrv.
For Instance, there are on rile in the of-

fice of the army offlctr in charge of the
Executive Mansion, complete plans for an
elaborate ventilating system which could
be quickly installed should any President
find it necessary to remain in Washing-
ton throughout the summer, and which
would fill the living and workiug apart-
ments at the White House with an in-

exhaustible supply of Iced air.
In both thtr government departments and

private residences in Washington the. long
summer siejre the very warm wather
usually continues for full live, months i3
prepared for as systematically as the Eski-
mo plans for his winter exile. In the
various government offices the clerks are
usually given a half holiday while a large
force of workmen take up carpets, install
electric fans, and otherwise contribute to
the transformation from winter to summer
guise. In each governmental workroom
there i? installed a water cooler, for which
Uncle Sam furnishes the ice, and at the
Capitol, when Congress has remained in
session after the advent of warm weather,

thoughtful government has dally provided
great tubs cf lemonade for the fatigued
lawmakers.

In private residences the donning of sum-
mer dress comes at the time the methodical
housewife indulges in her spring house-cleanin- g.

Carpets give way to bare floors;
curtains, portieres and draperies of all
kinds disappear; reed or cane furniture re-
places the heavy upholstered pieces, and
pictures and bric-a-br- ac are shrouded in
mosquito netting. But not all of Uncle
Sam's best paid employes take this means

thwarting the heat. Some of them
board up the doors and windows of their
city homes and move to one or another

the exclusive suburban colonies which
are scattered in Virginia and Maryland,
short distances from the seat of govern-
ment.

This scheme of high government officials
be near Washington, but not of it, dur-

ing the heated term, originated about
three-quarte- rs of a century ago, when four

our Presidents successively occupied as
summer home the quaint old mansion

Woodlej', recently purchased by Senator
Newlands. but which is now all but In the
city of Washington. Grover Cleveland,
when President, the late Mr. Whitney, and
others of his cabinet members followed, the
plan stilf more extensively, but they went

little further into the country for sites
for their summer homes Mr. Whitney's
former residence is now the Country Club
and finally the present-da- y officials have
penetrated still farther into the picturesque
and historic country where all roads lead to
Washington.

Some of the members of the cabinet are
always to be found in Washington during
the summer, and these members of the
President's official household and the diplo-
mats who, from inclination or sense of
duty, feel that they must remain close to
their field of labor, show a strong par

the Alps
Enter it from Italy by the stiff ascent to
Maloja, and then you have a clear run of
over seventy-fiv- e miles, which is a very
slight decline the whole way to Martins-bruck- e,

the Austrian Swiss frontier. Think
of seventy-fiv- e miles' grind and a tew
short, sharp miles descent, brakes on hard
all the while as an alternative!

SOME OF THE ROUTES.
And now I shall give you a few routes

with the "right" order of tackling them.
assume that my readers are all members

of the C. T. C. The advantages to be
gained at the various frontiers are very
great.

It is very advisable to have a little
cycling over the plain of Switzerland to
get one In good condition for the passes.
Therefore start riding directly the train
deposits you In Switzerland; let us say
for argument's sake at Bale.

From this town we shall ride straight to
Lucerne, which makes an admirable start-
ing point for a number of excursions, and
as the St. Gothard is a pass made famous
by its wonderful railway and tunnel I pro-
pose to attain the Alpine fastnesses by this
route.

Take the steamer on, or ride round the
lake of the four Cantons to Flueien and
rind yourself at the entrance to this cel-
ebrated road. One can ride a good part of
the twenty-si- x miles up the valley that
brings one to the northern end of the tun-
nel Goeschenen, and whence it is but

few miles to Andermatt via the celebrat
ed Devil's bridge. From here there is a
choice of three Alpine routes and by fol-
lowing my itinerary It Is possible to see
all in turn. i

Continue over the St. Gothard pass
through Ariolo, the scene of a great land-
slip, and thence down the Faldo valley on

perfect road to Bellinzona. Now make
for Lugano, situated on the lovely lake of
that name, and whence you are bound to
take the steamer to Porlezza, there being
no road in this direction round this pretty
little lake. Before embarking, however,
pass the customs on the quay, and give
yourself plenty of time for this maneuver.

Porlezza to Menagglo consists of about
five miles gradual ascent, and then, what
cannot be avoided in that case, a somewhat
stiff descent of a couple of miles. The road
round the lake of Como. on which Menag-
glo is situated, is splendid, and proves a
very interesting and picturesque ride to
Collco. The route now leads through Chl-avenn- a.

and mounts, for the most part, to
Casaccia, at the foot of the Maloja pass,
above referred to, the frontier having been
negotiated en route et Castasegna.

Although on occasions one cannot get
through-th- e requisite formalities in a very
little while. It Is always advisable to allow
one's self plenty of time when a frontier
is to be included in the day's work. From
Casaccia therqjs a stifflsh ascent to Maloja,
and now before us is the valley of the up-
per Engadine.

A good road runs along several mountain
lakes to St. Moritz, and by continuing
straight along this valley one descends the
seventy-fiv- e miles of splendid road above
mentioned to Martlnsbrucke. Here we cross
the River Inn into Austria and start a
climb to Nauders.

HIGHEST ROAD IN EUROPE.
At this small town commences the Stelvio

route, the highest road in Europe, and well
worth the long climb to its summit, which
is seldom altogether free from snow. The
run down to Bormio on the Italian side is
superb and unequaled anywhere in the
Alps.

To re-ent- er the Engadine, we must leave
this valley and negotiate the Bernlna pass.
This is not at all a difficult one and once

Home Life of
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I I fers to spend her afternoons at
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Ov' writer In Harper's Weekly. They
all co out together, if only into

the tiny garden. Nothing in the houso
can compare with the outdoors. In spring
and summer they are out nearly all day.
The women sew and embroider under sonn
pretty tree a cherry, camphor or plum i

tree. Here, their hands employed in sew-
ing, their eyes and senses delighted by
their surroundings, watching the children
playing, is it any wonder that the Japan-
ese woman is calm of soul? Nature is the
greatest distraction from care, they be-

lieve. Live close to nature and you willtorget the little bitternesses of life. How
happy seem the little children even the
bare-legge- d, ragged rascals of the poor.
They twist like natural acrobats alout
the bamboo poles; they climb to Inconceiv-
able heights up the trees, and cling to
swaying boushs with the agility of mon-
keys. Th? child in the garden, with the
watching mother. Mies his kite, while his
sisters play battledore and shuttlecock.
A favorite game for Indoors is called
sugoroku. On a largo sheet of paper va-
rious little pictures are printed portraits
of eminent warriors or views of noted
places. It is played with a dice. It is a
simple game, nnd it teaches the little ones
the names of historical characters and
places.

Every month In Japan has its particular

tiality for the quaint little hamlet of Chevy
Chase, situated in Maryland, some five
or six miles from Washington. Chevy
Chase might readily be mistaken for au
English village, with its neat hedges of
boxwood an 1 attractive formal gardenir.s.
During the summer It has a distinct social
life of its own. usually through the medium
of oien-ai- r fetes.

CHEVY CHASE CLUB.
Less than, a mile from Chevy Chase vil-

lage is the' greatest rendezvous of the cap-

ital's official society In summer the Chevy
Chase Club. This, the most aristocratic
organization of its kind in America, has
as a home the rambling old farmhouse, to
which the postmaster general and other
members of President Monroe's Cabinet
fled with valuable papers from the White
House and the . government department
when the British .attacked Washington
during the war of 1S12. The clubhouse con
tains a most attractive smoking room and
a cool and cozy ladies' parlor, and in sum-
mer the broad porticos are converted IntQ
open-ai- r dining rooms. During the spring
and. indeed, well Into June, and then agalu
in the early autumn, Chevy Chase Club t
the center of interest for all those mem
bers of official society in Washington whn
go in for gclf, tennis, cross-count- ry rldiu
and other out-of-do- or sports. The quaint
clubhouse Is the favorite scene for th
hospitalities of Secretary Hay, and thoo
othsr cabinet members who do not discon
tlnue dinner-givin- g in summer, and Pres.
ideut Roosevelt has been entertained there
mauy times, as was, likewise, the late
President McKinley.

Another popular form of summer diver-
sion for the officials who remain at the
governmental headquarters in summer, is
formed in moonlight excursions down the
Potomac on Uncle Sam's private yacht,
the Delphin. Formerly the trim little dis-
patch boat was held largely at the disposi-
tion of the President, but now that the
Presidential pleasure fleet has been in-

creased by the addition of the yachts Sylph
and Mayflower, the Dolphin Is left largely
at the disposal of the members of the cab-
inet and the secretary of the navy. Admiral
Dewey, and other officials usually enter-
tain parties of friends on board on a num-
ber of pleasant evenings during the sum-
mer.

The national capital discloses in summer
many phases of street life that, if not abso-
lutely unique, are at least not present in
anything like 'the same degree in any other
city in the country. For instance, after 6

o'clock in the evening it is unusual to see
a woman wearing any head covering on
the streets, or In the street cars, and decol-
lete gowns for street wear are not only
popular but well-nig- h universal. In sum-
mer, too, the street piano thrives in Wash-
ington as nowhere else on the continent,
and the grinding out of this "barrel music"
frequently has the accompaniment of danc-
ing pickanninies. WALD EN FAWCET.
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the summit Is reached there is a splendid
run down to Pontresina, with the wind in-
variably at one's back.

The beauties of the Julier and Albula
passes render it difficult to decide which
to take, but I think on the whole the' lat-
ter is more to be recommended. Both ulti-
mately lead to Tiefenkasten and aie equal
in respect of roads and gradients. The
scenery is to my mind more changeful and
awe-inspiri- ng on the Albula. however.

From Tietenkasten to Thusis by the
Schwyn road is my favorite pass, although
quite a small one, in Switzerland. It vies
in engineering skill with the more renowned
Via Mala, but personally I consider it much
its superior as regards scenery. Anyhow
my readers can make the comparison if
they choose, for the latter pass commences
where the former ends, namely, at Thusis.
and a morning can be very pleasantly spent
in exploring the Via Mala as far as the
rconi ridge, beyond which there are not
such remarkable points of view. Thusis to
Bonaduz is due north and good running,
and from here we follow up the Rhine
valley and are able to ride nearly the
whole way to Chiamut at the foot of the
Oberalp pass.

Up and over this brings us again to An-
dermatt, and we continue right through
this village to Realp, leaving the St. Go-
thard road on our left. There is a good two
to three hours' walk beyond Realp over the
second highest carriage road in Europe, the
Furka pass, but a grand zigzag descent
the other side to the world-renown- ed Rhone
glacier and valley well repays the climb.
Down this latter is a grand run, and this
is an attractive route to the Slmplon and
Tete Noire passes, Zermatt, Champunlx,
the Lake of Geneva, etc., and strongly rec-
ommended.

SOME OF THE SCENERY.
I propose, however, to keep to the Ber-

nese Alps by scaling the newly constructed
Grlmsel pass, which ascends the mountain
sides in long zigzags with magnificent
sweeping turns at either end.

From the summit, past the famous Falls
of the Aar, at Handeck, to within a few
miles of Meirlngen (where there is a short
hill to climb) is practically a "coast" lor
those who approve of this method of rid-
ing, and it really is a magnificent and ex-
hilarating ride.

Meirlngen to Lucerne by the Brunig pass
is child's play after the higher passes, but
none the less picturesque for that. The
surface, too, resembles a cinder track, es-
pecially on the Lucerne side, which town
we enter from an opposite side to that by
which we left it. after a comprehensive Al-
pine tour including in all ten passes.

From Meirlngen an alternative route to
Bale would have been via Interlaken (for
the Jungfrau, Lauterbrunnen valley and
Murren), Thun, Berne Bienne, the Munster
Thal and Delemont.

Ail the Bale-Cala- is or Bale-Par- is trains
stop at Delemont so there is no need what-
ever to ride the few miles separating this
latter place and Bale and which, owing to
the. traffic, are badly cut up.

To give minute details as to distance, alti-
tudes, gradients, hotels, etc., would here
be out of place, the more especially that
the capabilities and energies of every rider
differ.

Armed with one's Baedeker and this little
resume, a very jolly, inexpensive and
health-givin- g trip of from a fortnight to
a month's duration can be arranged and I
am sure that anyone who loves grand
scenery and grand roads (what cyclist does
not?) could not do better than give Switz-
erland a trial this year any time between
June and September, Inclusive.

The earliness or lateness of the seasonsvary so much from year to year that one
cannot say positively, but July and August
can be relied on as the best months for
such trips as I have outlined.

tKe Japanese
significance to the Japanese, January the
month of the New Year: February, the
inari (fox festival); March the doll festi-
val; April, the birthday of Buddha, the
month when people stroll out for hanaml
(flower picnic), ami fields and hills are tint--d

with clouds of cherry blossoms; May,
when the azeleas are ablaze and the pic-
nickers flock to the beautiful gardens;
June, the temple festivals; July, the cele-
bration of the "Milky Way;" August,
moonlight banquets; September, the month
of the kikuzukl (chrysanthemum) shows;
October is a desolate month, for the gods
are said to be absent. In November theparents celebrate the third, tlfth or sev-
enth anniversary of their children, and
entertain their friends; December, a month
of work in preparation for the New Year.

I ml nut ry.
To the Ant. said the Bee.
"Have you noticed that w.
Each lay without fail.
In fable or tale.
Are he!t up to youth
To Illustrate the truth
.That work without rest
1 rr all things the best-- 0
"Well, yea.-- - the Ant raJJ.

Ar she nodded her heal
"And it's all very v. ell;
But If I truth must tell.
I'm tired of the trick.
And it mak9 me Just sick
T work and to work
With no chance to chirk.
I'd far rather rla
Or do nothing all day.
l.ik the fray butterfly."
üaid the liee, -.-So would I!

--Carolyn Wells, In Life.
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Smohlng Room of

Stories with Ting'e of Local Color
That Describe Various Incidents

How Mr. and Mrs. Bluerass "Were Entertained by Their Next
Door Neighbors. ..Things That Happen in a bociety Re-

porter's Life... t Scrap --A. bout Payment of Carfare

I I that the manner of their enter- -

dental, was entirely fitting.
They went in to call, one night

last week, on their next door neighbors,
who are as hospitable as though they them-
selves were bred in old Kentucky. Mr. and
Mrs. Smith, the next door neighbors, were
delighted to see Mr. and Mrs. Bluegrass,
and during the evening Mrs. Smith said
that she wanted them to taste some of her
good devil's food. So she went out and cut
the devil's food and then sent James out
after some of that good sherry.

James, manlike, seized upon the. first bot-
tle that came to his hand. Man seems to be
a trusting creature In the matter of bottles;
maybe he goes on the theory that any bot-

tle's a good bottle, and if there were a mil-

lion bottles in a row he would never think
that his first choice might just possibly be
a wTong one. So James made no investiga-
tion, but took the bottle, poured the con-

tents into a decanter and came back tri-
umphant Into the den with his little tray of
glasses and his decanter.

Mrs. Smith does not drink spirits of any
kind, but she took a glass of the sherry
that James poured out and put it to her
Hps. James himself did the same thing, for
the sake of his guests, through a recent
sharp attack of indigestion had made him
give up all alcoholic beverages for a time,
under his doctor's orders. Mrs. Bluegrass
sipped her wine and looked a little odd, but
Mr. Bluegrass drank his with evident re-
lishso evident that James asked him im-

mediately to have some more, and Mr.
Bluegrass accepted cheerfully. The fifth
member of the group,' James's sister Susan,
sipped her wine, too, after the manner of
Mrs. Bluegrass, --and. like that lady, looked
a little odd; but Sister Susan Is not strong
on drinks, and the things that she knows
about the different varieties are not enough
to hurt her.

Mrs. Bluegrass was hardly out of the
house before she grasped her husband's
arm. "John, what was that they served it
tasted like but it ce'tainly wasn't "

"Yes, it was, too," affirmed John. "Just
good old Kentucky whisky, and straight, at
that."

"Whisky straight and cake?" mused
Mrs. Bluegrass. "What queah ways these
Northernahs have."

Back in the little red-light- ed den Mrs.
Smith was staring with wide eyes into the
faces of sister Susan and James. "It
tasted so queer, James Just for all the
world could it have been " Susan hesi-
tated. "Whisky" grunted James, gulping
down a huge swallow of the fluid in de-

fiance of the doctor's order. ".Yes, whisky,
straight." I

Mrs. Smith flung herself on the daven-
port. "Oh dear!" she walled; 'wliisky and
cake won't they think we're queer?"

Early next morning sister Susan made an
informal call on Mr. and Mrs. Bluegrass.
In furtherance of a deep-lai- d scheme con- -
cocted at the Smith breakfast table, she
explained playfully that they had departed
from custom and served their guests with
good oid Kentucky whisky just to make
them feel at home. "It sounds so stupid
to say that James made a mistake in the
bottle," said Mrs. Smith.

But in spite cf the explanation Mrs. Blue-gra- ss

still thinks these Northerners are
"queah."

She was a stout, pleasant-face- d lady, and
her diamond earrings, her handsome lace
collar worn over a shirtwaist her much
Deflowered hat, indicated prosperity. Her
speech Indicated that the prosperity had
not come down to her from a line of Vere
de Vere ancestors, but was a matter of re-

cent acquisition.
"Yes," she was saying confidentially to

the woman beside her, "I'm goin to" meet
Loula Mae down in town an go with her
to get her gradjuation gown fit on. I
know I alius feel so funny when I says
'gown for 'dress, but Loula Mae says
that's what everybody says nowadays, an"
I suppose she knows; but land sakes, that's
what we uster alius call our nighties. Lou-
la Mae's gradjuation gown it's goin' to be
real lovely it's of muslin de soir, with a
berthy of real lace; I seen some lace that
I really thought was much handsomer, jbut
this cost a lot more, an so I told Loula
Mae we'd better pick on that. Lrtula Mae
she's very bright yes'm, she's very bright,
indeed. She's through with the grade
schools now or she will be soon as she
gradjuates 'n her paw'n me was talking
the other night, an we Just about concluded
that we wouldn't send her to the High
School at all we'd just send her right on
to some cemetery. Yes'm, I think it would
be just as well to get her into some good
cemetery right away."

And then the car shot on, and so did
Loula Mae's mother.

There Is one man In Indianapolis who
would every bit as soon pay his own street
car fare and maybe sooner.

He swung on a Pennsylvania car at Six-

teenth street the other day and was greet-
ed by three of the men he knew who formed
a little group on the back platform Jones,
Brown and Robinson. After a moment's
conversation the newcomer entered the car
and sat down, well up In front.

The conductor did iot come for his fare,
and it was not until the car rounded the
corner at Washington street that Mr.
Northside woke to the consciousness that
he was still clinging to the little brown
ticket that he had got ready against the
coming of the conductor. As he stepped
out on the platform he remarked con-
scientiously:

"Here's my ticket, young man; you for-
got to count me in."

"I didn't forget you; your fare was paid
all right." responded the conductor.

Taid? Who paid it?" demanded Mr.
Northside.

"Some fellow on the back platform."
The next day Mr. Northside caught sight

of Jones as he entered the car. He dropped
down into the seat beside his friend, and
when the conductor came by Mr. Northside
tendered two tickets.

"Here! Let me pay my own fare," said
Jones.

"It's all right, conductor; go on." said
Mr. Northside. Merely paying back my
debt you paid my fare yesterday, you
know." he remarked, explanatorily, to
Jones.

"Paid your fare, nothing," returned
Jones. "Must have been some one ele. I
never paid your fare."

That evening, on the way home. Brown
sat himself down beside Mr. Northside In
the car. "Well. If It wasn't Jones It must
have been Brown, I guess." thought Mr.
Northside; so he was ready with two tick

lie. I
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ets when the conductor came by, and in re-
sponse to Brown's objection he answered
airily:

"Paying off a bad debt you see, you paid
my car fare yesterday."

"Not me," returned Brown. "Of course,
if you want to pay my car fares It goes
with me all right; but I'm not guilty of
paying yours." 1

Of course, after that Mr. Northside knew
it must have been Robinson, so when he
met that gentleman on the car a few days
later he yanked out two tickets instead of
one and bestowed them on the conductor
before Mr. Robinson could get his hand
into his pocket.

"Confound you, Northside, I don't want
you to pay my fare," was Mr. Robinson's
gracious acceptance of Mr. Northslde's
courtesy.

"Well. then, you haven't any business to
pay mine." responded Northside as he
opened his paper.

"Pay yours? I never paid your fare."
"Oh, yes. you did," returned Mr. North-sid- e

securely. "You paid it the other day
when you and Jones and Brown were out on
the platform together. You see, I've tried
both the other men already, and neither of
them paid it, so I'm certain of my man
now."

"Well, you're just out another fare, that's
all," replied Robinson, "because I never
paid your car fare in my life."

Mr. Northside reflected a moment with a
downcast look. "Well," he said, "I've used
up three tickets to pay back one, and I'm
still owing one somewhere but this finishes
It. Whoever . paid my car fare is put one
ticket, and he can stay out for all I care."

The society reporter's life Isn't all beer
and skittles; in fact, to tell the plain, un-

varnished truth, it isn't even half beer and
skittles. She has troubles of her own, what
with keeping Mrs. A.'s party entirely out of
her column, and putting in enough about
Mrs. B.'s party to satisfy Mrs. B.'s difficult
taste. But there is always the silver lining
to the cloud, and the funny experiences
help the hard-worki- ng society reporter to
worry through with the dreary ones.

The society reporter found a silver lining
the other day when she went to report a
wedding. Just exactly as there are all
kinds of people, so are there all kinds of
weddings to Join the all kinds of people,
and this wedding was one of the other
kind. The house was half of an unpreten-
tious little double dwelling with cheap
lace curtains at the window and glaring
paper on the walls. On top of the glar-
ing wall paper there were still more glar-
ing crayons of "the family," and one espe-
cially awful rendition of a staring-eye- d

small boy, done in colors, so fascinated the
eyes of the society reporter that she found
It difficult to tear her gaze away from it
as she took down statistics about" the gift
of the groom, and the wedding gown, and
the out-of-to- wn guests. The frame of the
picture was edged with smllax and
at one of the lower corners was
stuck a great clump of ferns
tied with trailing green ribbons. "An now
there's eomethin' else I wisht you would
say in your article," said the mother of the
bride, after she had finished a detailed
account of the function, which was as
elaborate after Its fashion as the weddings
of greater social importance. "I wisht
you'd put In something about little Johnny.
You see little Johnny he fell in the canal
last winter when he was out skatln and
he was drownded yes'm he was drownded.
And he was awful fond of his sister, little
Johnny was, an' she don't like to leave
him out of her weddin. so we put most
of the decoration around his pitcher, and
to-nte- ht they're goin' to stand there while
the ceremony's announced. They's going
to be American Beauties stuck in with the
ferns they're out in the ice box this
minute and we thought, her and me, that
it would be real pretty if you was to say
something about little Johnny, who fell
in the ca-n- al and was drownded, and who
is in heaven, smilin' down from his pitcher
frame while the words of the beautiful,
but pathetic ceremony was said make it
Just kind of nice and easy like that, you
know, so that 'twill read pretty."

The society reporter did not smile then;
she merely told, with tears in her voice,
about the peculiar ways of city editors,
who cut one's copy so, and about how
things were left out for lack of space, and
the other misfortunes that are apt to be-
fall the choicest points of a story, but she
promised for her own individual part to
do the best she could for little Johnny and
the bride. And the bride and her mother
now undoubtedly think dark things about
unfeeling city editors, who will not per-
mit mention 'of little Johnny, who Is in
heaven, In an account of a wedding.

There is at least one person who enjoyed
the recent flood and its consequent un-
pleasantness and that is a genial old col-
ored woman who is cook in a family out
in the northeastern part of town. The old
woman Is a genuine Southern darkey and
her Ideas of hospitality are very like those
held by her kind "befo' the wah."

Most of the people in the vicinity are
dependent upon the city for their water
supply, but the kitchen over which Dinah
presides happened to be furnished with a
pump connecting with a driven well, which
its owners are wont to declare furnishes the
best Vater in town. After the flood the
city water was, of course, undrinkable, and
early In the morning of the iirst day after
a neighbor appeared at the kitchen door
and asked Dinah If she might have apitcher of water. Later on another neigh-
bor came, and as the news drifted about
the neighborhood that the So-and-S- o's werevery nice about obliging all their neighbors
with water from their fine driven well a
perfect procession of neighbors came across
lots, through the alley gate, or around thehouse, all with the So-and-- So kitchen as
their Mecca. Not only that day, but on the
succeeding days, did they come, and Mrs.
So-and-- So puzzled a bit over it. "Of couse
I'm perfectly willing for them to have allthey need," she mused, "but It seems to me
that they can hardly be as saving of wateras I myself would be under like circum-
stances. The Blank's cook has come over
five times to-da- y, I declare, and it doesseem odd to me."

Half an hour later Mrs. So-and-- So hap-
pened to be In the pantry when she hearda neighbor's voice in the kitchen. "I've
como for another pail of that good water.
Dinah can I have it?"

"Kin youall have It. Mis Brown sutt'nly
yo' kin; jes as many mo' as you wants.
Seems like youall's folks must drink pow-f- ul

liddle watah. yo comes so seldom Ah
know Mr?. So-an'-- So she'd feel hunt of she
thought yo was stintin yo'self o' watahastin kin yo hev It lak yo didn't knowyo' was welcome to de whole well. Set
down an rest yo' hat an' coat, won't yo.
Mia' Brown, "n lemme Ret yo' a glass o"
Mis' So-an'-- So s grape juice hit's pow-f- ul

good. I tell yo'? Wellum. Ah'm sorry yo'
won't stay; come in soon agin. Mis' Brown,
an' make yo'self free of de watah. Kin you
see down de steps? Yfs?um; yo're sutt'nly
mos' welcome. Come ag-in- ."

"Well, it's no wonder," murmured Mrs.
So-and-- So In the pantry.
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Some Little Stories of Interest
Written by a Careful Observer

OutspoKen Gratification at the Returning Vogue cf th5 Tan
Shoc.A Story of tHo Best Man...A Fresh Air Com mo-

tion. ..The Little Girl's Grocery and Other Stories
Now that tan shoes are in vogue again

much outspoken gratification is heard
here and there on the reappearance of deco-

rative footwear. "I don't
The Clieerfnl know how other people

Tan Shoe, feel about it," remarked'
a citizen who claims to

be glad every day because he was born a
sentimentalist "but the revival of the tan
shoe has made this spring a more light-heart- ed

festival to me than I have enjoyed
for several years. Without any enlightened
knowledge of color, I freely confess myself
the slave- - of color my spirits go up and
with bright-hue- d objects coming and going

the flashing by of red and yellow-wheele-d

wagons always lifts my mood Into more
buoyant conditions. The more gay grocery
carts I see in a day's march the better I
feel at the end of the day

"When the cheerful tan shoe went out,
it seemed to me that I had lost a friend.
With me, they never did go out, for my
wife can tell you that I have always
sneaked around in them at home, and have
reveled In the deed. Now that we cau all
wear them boldly, we are a happy family.
Show me a prettier sight than these dozens
of little tan-legg- ed girls, skipping about in
tan slippers; or a prouder object than a
small boy, beautiful in a brown suit and
new yellow shoes. Men and women in l'nen
clothes and tan shoes are among the most
refreshing sights the summer offers; and
nothing can be more diverting than the ex-
cruciatingly yellow shoes which some awk-
ward lads and lasses wore irrelevantly
with green clothes, say, or pink frocks.
The tan shoe brightens the shopwindow,
enlivens the sidewalk, decorates the golf
or tennis ground and adorns the piazza.
No, I haven't any relatives in the shoe or
leather business; I merely enjoy the tan
shoe, and sincerely hope it Is here to stay.
Tan cloth 'gaiters' were fashionable when
my. mother was young, . and I remember
how pleased we children all were when my
father would bring mother several pairs ofpretty French tan or cream-colore- d gait-
ers."

"Jim's Jest th best man that ever lived
yes, he is; he's jest thejaest man that ever
lived. Lots o" men wouldn' let their wives

take in washin' no, they
The Best wouldn't; they'd make an awful

Man, fuss that's what they would;
but Jim he never makes no

fuss "bout nothin what I do no, he don't.
He Jest lets me wash Jim does an he
never says a word. Jim ain't got no health

an he can't help that, pore feller; he lost
his Job, Jim did, seven years ago an then
I took, in washin an then his health kep
on gittln bad an I bought him doctor-stu- ff

an doctor-stuf- f but it ain't done his
health no good that doctor-stu- ff ain't.
Pore Jim he ain't ever got able f hunt
another job an' you can't blame him no,
you can't, when he ain't got no health.

"An Jim's such a quiet, peaceable man--he
don't go off, like some other

men ceptin' when he goes ln', er a- -
huntin. er a blackberryin', er somepin like
that. Jim jest sets aroun' th house an
smokes an' in th' evenln's he leans over
th' gate," an smokes, an talks to people

Jim jest stays' roun home an' plays
with th dog. an' th parrot t' make me
laugh whilst I'm an'
Jim's awful full of fun 'f he ain't got no
health.

"Only fault Jim's got I jest know he's
th' best man that ever lived Is when mon-
ey gits skeerce, Jim threats t' hang hls-sel- f.

Yes'm. he threats to hang hlsself in
our woodshed an' it nearly drives me
crazy. Lan, I'd kill myself washin' 'fore
I'd drive Jim to hang hisself. Our grocer-ma- n

acts up kind o mean, sometimes an
he come in one day, an he heard Jim threat
t hang hisself an he said: 'Go ahead an
hang yerself, Jim; I'll give y th rope'
wasn't that mean an low-dow- n? An Jim-h- e's

so good he never said a word back-n- ot
a word. Jim's th best man alivinyes, he is." "

About 5 o'clock one cool evening recently
a suburban street car, at its terminal sta-
tion, contained only one man who was

making the round trip,
A Fresh Air Just to see the green

Commotion, fields along the route.
When the car stopped,

in came a rather pitiful-lookin- g ten-year-o- ld

boy, with a good, honest, obedient face,
however. After him climbed in a bright,
fat, very gayly-dresse- d colored lady, with
two gayly decked little girls. All three had
on pink silk shirtwaists, much lace-trimme- d,

and large hats, much be-flowe-

and be-frult- ed. A whistle blew not far
away; and the motor conductor came in
the car, saying:

"You people will have to sit close in here
now there'll be about forty factory men
in here directly." Numbers of men were
then seen pouring out of factory gates
across a field, and making for the street
car.

The gayly-dresse- d colored lady's nose
turned up, she began to flutter her hands
and say things. "Goodness gracious," she
said; "if all dem workin men iz
in this yere cyah, we's got ter have sonie
o dese winders open I can't stan der
close aih in dls cyah wid all dem workin'
men in. der greasy close I can't stan' it."

Then the big black lady waved her hands
at the obedient, depressed-lookin- g little
white boy, who was ragged, and had big
holes in the knees of his shabby stockings
"Boy," she demanded "you Jes' hustle

'roun. an open some o dese yer cyah win-
ders fo dem workin men gits here we
all '11 be smuddered In heah wid all dem
duhty workin men. I'fe des bovin' ter have
some fresh aih in dish yere cyah."

The obedient white boy Jumped about
briskly and let down four or five windows;
so the pink silk flowered black lady, and
the pink silk flowered little black. girls rev-
eled in fresh air when the factory men.
with their baskets and pipes, crowded on
the back platform, on the seats and in th-- a

aisle of the car.

Even along the by-wa- ys of commerce, in
the lanes and hedges of business life, as It
were, the all-pervadi- ng element of the

unique will have Its
The Little Clrr way.

CJroeery. "Tail; about odd
'

, w - groceries," said a man
who spends nearly all his time tramping
around the outskirts of the town, "l know
where there la a grocery kept by a little
girl yes, sir she is not out of her teens
yet, and is not up to my shoulder a little
bit of a quiet, mouse-lik- e looking brown-eye- d

girl little Sue.
"Whenever I go out In her part of town

1 always droo in to see bow little Sue I

getting on; and little Sue's grocery stock
seems to be right up to the mark in every-
thing. Little Sue. by the way, was started
out in life by her mother 'lüg Sue. all
their relatives called her as a schoolteach-
er. Thoy were all farm people, successful
farm people, for generations back; and Big
Sue was determined there should be - a
schoolteacher in the family, so she gave
little Sue city advantages In schools and
colleges, with the idea of finally evolving &
schoolteacher. But the plan did not work
out in that direction at all., Dig Sue her-
self must have had a grocery bent per-
haps from some grandfather who had kept
a country store and. in the summer, whencamp meetings were In progress. Ehe would
leave the farm to run Itself and open a re-
freshment stand near some oamrwmeetinjf
ground. A rude booth would be built, with
shutters all around; and there Big Sue
little Sue always with her would sell ted-strlp- ed

stick candy. peanut. ' colored
lemonade and sliced watermelon. 19
the campers. She served good hot
fried chicken dinners and coffee,
too, to people who visited the camp-
ground. At night the shutters would.allibe
closed in, a lounge and mattress would be
pulled out from under the refreshment
counters, and there big Sue and little Sue
would sleep. These happy, exciting weeks
behind the counter, so much to be heard
and so many people to be seen, made due
impression on little Sue; and when thi
school-teachin- g project came up. little Su
balked she didn't want to teach school-s- he

wanted to keep a grocery. Big Sue Is in-
dulgent, so she set Pttle Sue up in a nice
little corner grocery. Little Sue had a lover.
I've heard; but she got rid of him. Sbo
would rather keep grocery than keep house.
It's a true story, this is; but I'll not tellyou where little Sue's grocery Is."

The trim, natty little light-colore- d ma-
tron at a suburban railway station was
evidently In a bad humor. She was sitting

on a bench, plaiting her
A Study In hair; and as she pulled

Brothers, the shining black plaits
tight, she grumbled mild-

ly, in a very pleasant, well-educat- ed and
engaging fashion:

"Men are so pampered that's what they
are and I get tired of It, so I do. We
haven't got room in this station, on the
women's side, to turn round; no, wo
haven't; when I want to plait my hair, the
toilet room is so crowded that I have to
come and sit outside the door. And. on th
men's side, the other day, the railway com-
pany went to work and enlarged the whole
place, toilet room and all. They don't need
it. and we do; that's why they got it. Isuppose."

The listener suggested that, in many re-
spects, the world seemed to be altogether
made for men.

"So it i?-- so it is." the little blue-gowne- d,

white-aprone- d matron agreed: "and what
do men do what do they do? Lots of them
are too trifling and bad to live yes, they
are. Of course, there are plenty of good
men, too; but why don't women get pam-
pered some. I'd like to know. Women now
work as hard as men; and some of them
work harder. I know a yellow girl Ju."tmy color Belle's licr name; and Belle's pot
nine brothers she's the only girl. Bell
teaches school, too and works awful hard.
And do you think those nine brothers help
Belle any? No. they don't. And do you
think those nine brothers bought a home
for their poor old father and mothfr in
their old age? Indeed, they didn't. Belle
saved money, and Belle bought a house and
lot a shelter for her old father and mot-
herand Belle teaches school, and takescare of her old pappy and mammy whilethe nine brothers run all over creation en-
joying themselves, spending their money
on themselves and having a fine time.

"Dorft tell me about men." the littlematron said; "I know them like a book.Of course some of them are good butthere's Belle's nine brothers what do you
think of them?"

Into an old book shop on a pleasant May
afternoon came, a big, fat. red-face- d, gray-haire- d,

gray-bearde- d, rather blowsy-look- -
Ing German, in his shlrt-Th- e

Tinman sleeves, and wearing a
Library, yellowed old straw hat

a battered old hat which
looked as old as some of the yellowed old
bocks In the shop. The blowsy old man
engaged in a low, deeply muttered German
conversation the proprietor of the book-
shop, who had hastened forward to meet
him with the air of a merchant greeting a
familiar and assured customer. Numlers
of books, large books and illustrated books

were taken down from the shelves and
searched out from behind counters, to be
spread before the old German, who soon,
with charming, childish absorption, opcnel
the largest ones on the floor, 'and, on his
knees, eagerly ran his spectacled, faded,
but keen old blue eyes over their contents.
Prolonged deep German mutterings went
on over the rusty old volumes, which were
carefully, closely inspected and compared
by the old man. Finally a choice was made,
money changed hands; and after nosing
into various other piles of old. books all
around the shop, the quaint customer went
out. clutching his big book under his arm.
Then the book dealer talked. . 'That old
man." he said, "has a big library, several
thousand volumes. In a room over his tin-sho- p,

right around the corner. He is not
well educated either Jn Knglish or German,
but he is crazy simply crazy for know-
ledgeand he comes here every day of his
life in the afternoon Just about this time,
and buys a book. I'd be rich if I had fifty
customers like that old tlnshop man. The
books he buys are histories and high-cla- ss

geographical work, travels and the like;
he wants to know the world he lives in.

"Yes he has a wife no children and he
says she scolds him awfully every day
when he come hom" with his book. But h
says she always kisses him then, and winds
up with: 'Ach. books is de bad habit; books
is de bad habit.' '

The JuiIkc Ilevmrded.
San Francisco Call.

A certain Judge who poseseg a dere
from a leading university dropped In one
day at a new thirst resort, incidentally to
see the decorations of the place. When the
Judge entered one of the barkeepers v as
discoursing to a customer upon the beauty
of a stained lass window.

"Pat window," he said, "Is the handsom-
est one in any joint in town. I don't know
what dat Kye-talla- n on It means. Wish I
did."

"That motto." Faid the Juds. uMlKir.Rly,
"i 'Dum vtvimus vlvamus,' and means,
While we live, let us live.' "
"Say," replied the barkeeper, "ain't dat

great! I'm mighty glad to know what dat
.pi'l stands for."
The n'Xt day the judce bring in the same

neighborhood, again entered the resort to
get jsome refreshment, when the barker;er
cheerily greeted him:

"Good mornin'. nrofosor. Glad to sr
I you. Say. I'll give you uoiao kkx1 whUkjT

dia time."


